panels of the pedestal should bear an inscription to the effect that
the Commandant was awaiting the vengeance of Heaven upon
his murderer. She also raised such a hue and cry, and so hunted
me from place to place, that the officers of justice repeatedly
begged me to fly from their jurisdiction lest they should be com-
pelled by her exertions and by public opinion to do their duty
and arrest me, in spite of my social position. She also refused to
marry rny friend until I had expiated my crime, as she called it.
Poor Ottavio, whose disposition was mild and reasonable, and
who was by no means sorry to be rid of a short-tempered and
arbitrary father-in-law, knew as well as possible that she was as
much to blame as I. So, whilst in her presence he swore by all the
saints never to sheathe his sword until it was red with my heart's
blood, he privately kept me well informed of her proceedings,
and, though he followed her about like a dog—for he was deeply
in love—took care that our paths should not cross.
"At last my absurd reputation, my female admirers, and my
Sevillian persecutors became so wearisome that I resolved to shake
them all off at a blow by settling down as a respectable married
man. In the hope that the women of Old Castile might prove less
inconveniently susceptible than those of Andalusia, I went to
Burgos, and there made the acquaintance of a young lady who
was finishing her education at a convent. When I felt satisfied
that she was a well-conducted girl with no special attachment to
me or to anyone else, I married her. Tranquillity and leisure for
study, not happiness, were my objects. But she no sooner dis-
covered—by instinct, I believe—that I had not married her for
love, and that I had no very high opinion of her intellect, than
she became insanely jealous. Only those who have been watched
by a jealous spouse can imagine how intolerable such espionage
is. I endured it without word or sign; and she of course discovered
nothing. Then she began to torture herself by making inquiries
among friends who had correspondents in Seville; and their
reports wrought her jealousy to a point at which it became appar-
ent to me that, as she said, I was killing her. One day she so far
broke through a certain restraint which my presence put upon
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